ELLEN   T ER RT
Why is It that we remember the
impressions  of yesterday  far more
distinctly    and   vividly   than    the
casual excitements of to-day ?   The
page  of childhood   is   bright   and
clear;   the   manuscript   of middle
or old age is blurred, blotted, and
indistinct.     My first play, my first
Hamlet, my  first  Juliet,  rny first
Sir Peter and Lady Teazle, are cut
like cameos on the memory.    But
with ease I forget the name of the
play, of the actor and the   actress
that I   saw  last week.    I  have to
invent for the first time in my life a
"memoria technica" to recall them.
I close my eyes as in a reverie, and
am   in   fancy   escorted   miles   and